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Author's Notes: 

I'd like to apologize to the fandom in advance for this fic. | know this might come off as being tasteless what 
with me posting this so soon after the troubling news regarding Phil that came to light earlier this week. This 
fic is simply my way of trying to achieve catharsis, it's my way of helping me process how I'm feeling over 
this whole situation. | understand fully if this fic ends up making some people angry, | realize that this is 
probably a tender subject for the fandom as a whole. 


Brian woke with a start, heart pounding in his chest and eyes blown wide from the sudden rush of adrenaline. 
He blinked a couple of times, sleep still fogging his brain, and as he cast a glance over to the clock on the 
bedside table, he was wondering why in the fuck he was awake at 2:30 in the goddamn morning.. 


Then he jolted again, this time at the sound of something crashing in the adjacent room, sounding something 
like a lamp smashing into a wall, followed by a loud curse. Right, that must've been what woke him up. Brian let 
out a sigh, sitting up on the bed and he took a moment to gather himself. He knew what the racket next door 
was about, but judging by the sound of it all, he wasn't sure he wanted to see the aftermath of it all.. 


Yawning, Brian stood from his bed, rubbing his eyes as he approached the door connecting his room to the one 
next door. Cliffs room. He pressed his ear to it, concerned by the sudden silence coming from the other side, 
and he rapped his knuckles against it. 


"Cliff?.. You okay mate?" he asked, waiting for a response, and when he only got the sound of another object 


being thrown across the room, it made his spine fuse. Fuck, what was on the other side of this door was not 


going to be pretty.. 


Slowly, he turned the doorknob and got his first look at the room. The lack of a lamp on the bedside table, and 
the remains of a broken Rolex and iphone on the floor didn't leave an encouraging first impression. Even worse 


was that he couldn't find Cliff right away. 
"Cimon mate, where are ya?" 


He jolted a bit when he heard another crash, and Brian's head snapped to his left just in time to see a beer 
can bounce off of the sliding glass door that led to the balcony. The door itself was a little worse for wear, 
looking more like a car's windscreen after a hail storm than a door of any kind. Craning his neck, he could see 


the back of Cliff's head resting against the far edge of the bed as he sat on the floor. 


Brian slipped into the bassist's room, leaving the door joining their two rooms open in case he needed to make 
an escape. In the 34 years he'd known him, Brian had never seen Cliff so much as throw a beer bottle in anger, 
much less trash a hotel suite, so to say he was a little weary of his friend right now would be an 
understatement. 


He cautiously made his way around the bed, careful of where he was stepping as the ground was littered with 


hazards; broken glass, crushed beer cans, lamp entrails, dismembered chair limbs.. 


"Fuckin hell." he couldn't help but murmur, especially when his gaze fell to some red spots on the cream- 
colored carpet. Oh fuck, was that blood?! As Brian circled the bed and finally got a look at his friend, he was 
nothing short of gob smacked. 


Cliff was sitting on the floor, back pressed against his bed with an empty case of beer scattered in torn pieces 
around him. It seemed like he was nursing the last one, and as he lifted the can to his lips to take a drink, Brian 


couldn't help but cringe at the sight of blood all over Cliff's hand, which was now smearing onto the beer can 


"Jesus Christ, mate, y‘alright?" the singer asked, kneeling down beside his friend as Cliff kept his gaze fixed on 
the glass door, staring blankly into the space beyond it. Cliff didn't answer him, simply gave a limp shrug as he 
finished the last of the beer. He crushed the can in his hand until his knuckles turned white, and Brian could 
tell the sharp corners of the compressed can were slicing into Cliff's hand some more. Brian couldn't help but 
reach out, wanting to keep his friend from doing any more apparent harm to himself, but he didn't get the 
chance as Cliff threw the can at the sliding glass door again. The bloodied aluminum bounced off of the glass 
limply, the throw behind it not very strong as it seemed that the bassist had lost all of his energy. 


It was clear that Brian wasn't going to get anything out of his friend, at least not right now, and he let out a 
sigh of defeat as he reached over and grabbed the other by the arm. 


"C'mon mate, let's get ya cleaned up." 


Cliff put up no resistance as Brian helped him stand up. The singer helped steady him as he hobbled on drunk, 
unbalanced legs around the debris that littered the bedroom floor, slowly getting closer towards the bathroom. 


"That's it, just take it easy.." Brian said softly as they dodged a broken chair leg on the floor. The bassist 
remained silent, his eyes bloodshot and staring blankly into space as the singer guided him into the bathroom 
and sat him down on the edge of the bathtub next to the sink. He immediately began rooting through Cliffs 


shaving kit, looking for anything even remotely antiseptic to help clean his wounds out with. 


"m done with ‘im.." the bassist finally spoke, his words slurred from the case of beer as Brian knelt in front 
of him with some towels, a pair of tweezers, and Cliff's bottle of aftershave. The singer raised a brow at him, 


not really understanding what he was saying. 


"What'cha talkin’ about mate?" he asked, wiping the blood off of his friend's hands to get a better look at the 


cuts underneath. 
"S'Phil mate.. m fuckin’ done with'im.. 


Brian looked up, pausing a moment as he was trying to work a sliver of glass out of Cliff's palm and his 


stomach clenched firmly. Fuck, he should've figured this was about Phil. 


‘Mate, we're all upset about it." he replied softly, turning his attention back to getting the glass out of the 
bassist's hands. 


"They fuckin’ arrested ‘im Brian." Cliff slurred out, his voice cracking and Brian didn't need to look up to see 


that he was crying. It was all giving him an unsettling feeling of deja-vu. 

"Yeah, | know they did.." 

"They found fuckin’ meth at ‘is house." 

"I know Cliff." itd been obvious to them all that the drummer had gotten himself involved with some pretty 
heavy stuff. He hadn't been looking good at all when he came in to record the new album. He'd looked tired, his 
eyes sunken, and it was hard to hold a coherent conversation with him at times. They were red flags that the 
singer and bassist knew all too well.. 


"Sfuckin' history fuckin’ repeatin’ itself, m‘fuckin d-done w-with ‘im.." 


As Brian spread the antiseptic aftershave along Cliffs injuries, he knew the other was serious. He'd honestly 


been surprised that he and Phil had gotten back together after what he'd put him through in ‘83. Phil had 
always been a high-strung person to begin with, and the massive amounts of cocaine he'd started putting up 


his nose following Bon's death certainly didn't help that. 


Eventually, Brian had taken up the job of being Cliff's moral support, his friend torn between not wanting to 
lose the person he'd come to love and not wanting to put himself in harm's way of the drug. He'd gotten used 
to helping his friend cover up bruises and cuts, and giving him a couch to sleep on if he needed it. Honestly 
though, everything had been looking up for them since Balbreaker, and Brian had figured that things would keep 
being fine. 


Then Cliff came to him about a month ago one night, a nasty bruise under his eye, cuts all over his face, and 
a clump of his hair missing. Angus had put Phil on a plane back to New Zealand the next morning without even 


letting him say goodbye. 
Like the bassist had said, it was history repeating itself.. 
| won't fuckin’ g-go through this sh-shit again Brian" 


The singer just nodded solemnly, wrapping up the other's hands in layer after layer of toilet paper and gauze 
bandage. They'd worry about cleaning up the room in the morning, for now he was concerned with getting Cliff 
fixed up. 


"Stover w-with me an’ ‘im.s‘fuckin o- over Cliff sobbed out, and as Brian helped him stand again and make his 


way towards the bed, he knew how deeply those words cut. 


He and the brothers used to give the bassist and the drummer shit for constantly making out on the 
recording studio couches, and they were constantly by each others' side, discreetly sharing fond touches when 
they had to be careful in public. Not to mention all the nights Brian ever regretted rooming next to them 
because fuck did they have a habit of keeping him up at night. 


But it was the times when they thought they were alone, when Brian would round a corner at just the right 
second and catch the two sharing quiet, sweet words and loving nuzzles and giving each other the kind of looks 


that couldn't be mistaken for anything else. 


Brian distinctly remembered being taken aback at just how genuinely in /ove they looked at those moments, and 


now it was all crumbling away.. 


The weight of it all came crashing back down on him when he was suddenly pulled into a desperate hug, and it 
only took one drunken misstep from the bassist to send them both toppling onto the bed. Brian blinked, stunned 
for a moment as he felt the front of his night shirt becoming damp from tears. He let out a heavy sigh, 
closing his eyes as he rested his chin to the top of Cliff's head, returning the embrace as he ran a hand along 
the other's back, trying to soothe him to sleep. 


ltl be okay mate, you'll get through this... 


Cliff didn't say anything more, just continued to sob against Brian's chest. The singer didn't make any attempt 
to move, he knew that for once Cliff needed someone to support hm instead of the other way around. People 
could only take so much bullshit in their lives, and even the biggest and most loving of hearts could get broken 


if pushed far enough. 


And Phil had pushed just too goddamn far this time.. 


